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THE STAR OF REDEMPTION 


Redeemer, I can never 

Feel you 

Near me, I seek 

For life’s renewal yet in vain, 


Although I want to 

Know you, perhaps I sense 
That You 

Are near me now and then 


You circulate 
And are a part 
Of the city 

Of men and women 


Yet exist 
Elsewhere, 
Somewhere. 
Where? 


Sun above buildings, the 
Trees move 
With the wind 


What moves 
Inside of men, 


Inside of women, 
In the time below? 





am an exile 

Here in the earthly city 
What can I be 

In the Heavenly 

City above? 








TT: 


There is 
Something 
After death 
For I 


Believe 
In life 
Eternal 
Yet life is 


Here and now 

Is this 

And nonetheless 

Is still the bright Redeemer 
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Redeemer 
Often it is said 
You exist 
Elsewhere 


Where I often 
Wonder, where? 

And yet 

Is it not the case 


That I have 
Seen your image 
Many times? 

In the light 





[In the street 

[In the faces 

Of the others, 

The souls that I have met 

















IV 


[In the day 

And even in the light 
In the rain at times 
And sometimes 








Alone 

In the middle 
Of the night 
Fears take me 





Redeemer 

Scatter the darkness 
From around me 

Save my life 





For yet 
A little while 
If only that 





I have the time 


| 


To listen more 

To learn, to work 

To do what must be done 

o bring about the Kingdom 


J 





J 


| 





The soul of 
Some 

Is like a rose 
Of faith 


More-than-human 
Perfection 

Is hidden 

Within soft silk 





Delicate beauty 
Holding 

What holds 

But can’t be held 





VI 


The light 

Of the world 
Bathes the world 
Entirely 





Yet 
What is beyond 

The world beyond the light 
Is what I see 


VII 


Mystery of forgiveness 
This it can 

Never be told is 
Always 


The mystery of mysteries 
There is no 


Way 
Apar 


Mome 


to live 
t from this 





nt of bright 
t invisible and 





Ligh 
Dawn 
Star 


ing in the 
tled gaze 





TI have never never seen 
The world before I feel 


Apar 
Ther 


VIII 


Usef 








t from this, apart from this 
e is no life 


ulness 


To others Redeemer 
Grant us 


This 








one great thing 


So often 
We have been 


Mere 


single minds 


Absorbed entirely with self 


Oneself 

The center and 
Circumference everything 
Yet now 


We want to bring 

The Other to 

Our world 

The other’s voice to be heard 


IX 





Strength may yet 
Again fill 

The body 

And the soul 


Wha 
Wha 
Wha 
Will 
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light 

breeze 

spoken words 
make you whole? 


A shadow 
Is cast 

The ligh 
See it o 


Yet from 
The ligh 
Is there 
From the 
A sound? 


XI 


Deep in 


from 
t around you 
n the ground 


t within 
a shadow? 
voice within 


the dream 


Of life we yet 
Will hear a 
Sound not recognized 








At first you 
Hesitating listen 
Close and closer 
The inward ear 





The inward eye 

The hidden from 
The day and deeper 
Consciousness 


XII 


Reality of prayer 
And when I act 
I take the pattern 
Of the fable 








Rather than the world 
The world is 

Way too busy too 
Noisy and unreal 


XIII 


Unheard of light 
ITlluminates the darkness 
All around and also 
Shines within 














Each single thing 
Fach small event 
Shines likewise in 
Your face your glance 











XIV 


In the world 

There are two powers 
One is time 

And one is prayer 


Time is a candle 
Melting down 
Within and prayer 
The candle’s flame 


Though the candle 
Burns down lower 

Its heat and light 
Are still the same 





XV 


Radiant King 

In the darkness 

Of my room 

You bring me light 


Unearthly sun 
ITlluminates 

The grains of night 
Now streaming down 


I raise my hand 

And feel the dark 
Around me boundless 
Voiceless without sound 


XVI 


The Lord took 
Loaves and fishes 
Multiplied them 
Many times 


From wicker baskets 
Came forth plenty 

From light and air 
There comes enough 





XVIT 





Without the touch 
Of charity 
Which of us 
Could live a day 








Without the light 
Of grace 
Without the radiant 
Forgiveness 














Which of us 

Could say one word 
To justify 

The lowest place? 


XVIII 


When we have fears 
we abdicate the self 
The soul 

Is taken over 





By a wave of 

Brimming inward peace 

That rises up within 

Each breath but deepens it 


XIX 


The light we hold 
Within is 

Powerful within 
They say the voice 


Within is 
Powerful as well 
Yet what is great 
Is sometimes 











Difficult to grasp 
To know 

And so my hands 
Are shadows 


Seeking other shadows 
My eyes are 

Pools of darkness 
Seeking others’ light 


XX 


Those who have 
Gone before 

Must know the way 
Those who have 


Risen through 
The darkness 
Here below 
The dwelling 





Of the grave 

And that before 

The grave and those 
Who have gone before 





Must know the way 


XXI 


In the garden of Gethsemane 
Olive trees and their shadows 
Moving with the night wind 
Carrying sweet fragrance 


Radiant King hidden 

In the garden, amid its 
Twisted branches 

Its agitated leaves 





A single light 

Amid profuse and 
Multiplying shadows, dark 
And darkest shadows, many 





XXIT 


We do not want 

To be as supplicants 
In the kingdom 

Of the Lord 


But stand 

In the spirit bravely 
With what we are 

With what we’ve done 








Not for any pride 
But only to pursue 
The elusive sole integrity 
The secret responsibility 





ct ct 











XXIII 


If a smile 

Is a type of light 
Then what 
Is light itself? 











Particles or 
Waves it cannot be -- 


It too must be a visage 


It too must be a face 




















XXIV 


The other comes 
To me asking 
For my speech 
My gaze for me 


The other comes 


Asking or imploring 
He is not an angel 
Walks or stumbles 


Sometimes 

Cannot stand 

Has a name I cannot say 
Speech I do not understand 


XXV 


What is the name 
Of beauty, if 
Beauty has a name? 
Why is it with us 


In the world? 

What does it 

Call us to? and with 
Such vocative insistence 





But there may be 

Another beauty 

Like and unlike this 

There may be something else 





That calls us to an 
Otherwise and elsewhere, 
Beauty beyond beauty, 
Beyond being, beyond sense 


XXVI 


My words are 

Either too much 

Or too little 

They never seem quite right 





How can they capture 
What is here or, 

Still less, what is not? 
How can they 


Do justice to 

The visible, 

Still less 

To invisible light? 





Holy and mystical night 
Supernatural love 











Purest essential light 
Sent to me from above 
Sent to me here below 











Into my separate place 


XXVIT 


do not know 

If I can be 

The thing I want 
New dispensation 





A man is limited 
One attempts 
And yet the attempt 
May come to naught 














I ask the secret 
Gatherings 

To lend assistance 
As I shape myself 





XXVIII 


A man is 
In the world 
For only 
A short time 


The world 

Speaks in and 
Through his thoughts 
His words his deeds 


Yet who 

Is speaking 
Finally? Who 

Will speak at last? 


XXIX 


Where have the dead 
Gone to? They 

Never can be seen 
Or heard 





They are 
Departed it 

Is said they are 
No longer here 


Apparent absence 
Resonating 
In the bare heart 
Of elswhere 


XXX 


Much feared death 
You are not mine 
You are a limit 
cannot cross 





see but do not 

See I know 

But do not know, 

None except one Other 


Knows where I go 


XXXI 


Death 


is the 


Ultimate privacy 
None can help 
None can follow me 


In death I 








Am myself alone, 


Long eons 





Before the time I was 





Long ages 


After 


the time I am 





Perhaps will be 
As they had been 


Except 


t that 





In b 





tween there was 


The moment of 
This one pure concept 


XXXII 


Luminous echoes 


Of the lamplit 


t page 


Bits of revealed light 





At the finger 


tips 





Assembled as 


though 


From a bracelet 
The unknown constellation 


Obscured with 





starlight 


XXXIII 


We have no choice 
But to recall 

What was predicted 
And shall befall 


We must recur 

To the written voice 
The written image 

We have no choice 


XXXIV 


I try 
Right 


to find 





CONES 


Of voice to use 





What 





What 


notes to strike 


is the right 


Way to bring 
My living mind 
To him or her 


And theirs to mine 
They must be 
Recognized 
Singular whole 


XXXV 


Thinking of 

The vocation 
Of listening 
Not speaking 


Thinking of 
The dedicated 
Finding 

Of the thread 


Leading 

To what is locked 
And to the hidden 
Leading on 


XXXVI 


am attentive to 
The movement of 
The mind among 
Its thoughts 





The echoes of 
Others’ voices 
There as well 
The presence 





Of the other 
Before me 

The feeling 
Of him or her 


When they are there 
The memory 

Of either when 

They are gone 











Envoy 


What I write now 

No one will see 

I write it anyway 

The angels will copy it 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well- 
known restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea 
House, famous as having been a meeting place for 
dissident intellectuals in the years of political 
struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather 
extensive work, we had occasion to discuss aspects 
of his past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. 
Where do you locate yourself in the overall debate 
concerning poetic form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me 
is to grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an 
experience, a scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. 
Any language that seems to convey the reality of 
that is good, any which remains merely language, 
merely words, is for me of no interest, in some 
cases it is actively negative, in the sense of being 
obstructive. 


A cliche? 
Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than 


that. Much of our language obscures the nature of 
reality. Words in themselves are, in a sense, the 


enemy of writing. I tell students that all the time. 
Words most often merely convey the usual accepted 
social understanding. Writing is for the purpose of 
grasping reality itself, which is always something 
other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to 
correct these false social understandings. At times 
its purpose is to merely reveal with a new freshness, 
a perceptual freshness, as it were. But even this 
itself has a certain basic political significance, in the 
sense that awakened human beings will act and 
think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually 
are caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder 
your writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is 
overbearing. (The US, that is.) There is, for 
example, a great deal of rather stifling political 
correctness, as it's called, and to get away from that 
is itself a positive thing. For a while I had no idea 
how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was 
absolutely terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, 
I really had no clue, I still don't, I suppose. And 
then it came about that you could just do it all by 
yourself, by means of the internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would 


seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 
pages, if you want to measure it like that. I don't 
know how much it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide 
variety of experiences. My first models for the artist 
were people such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists 
who could work in a very wide range of forms and 
even use widely different styles. Of course, I can't 
compare myself to people like that, but it was still a 
goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing 
work published, going through it, touching it up 
here and there, proofreading, and so forth. After 
that, I think I might return to some translating work 
-- Holderlin especially, and some Chinese poets, but 
don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern 
or classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about, but 
perhaps that's a good note to end on for now. 
But what were you trying to do in these poems in 
particular? 


It was an attempt to use a somewhat plain almost 
anonymous style to express devotional themes, not 
necessarily in the voice of the author, but in a sort 
of collective voice, expressing things that many 
people feel. 
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